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LL  successful  navigators,  have  been 
prevaricators, 
Since  the  days  of  good  old  Noah 

and  the  Ark; 
Columbus  told  some  tales,  of  sea 
serpents,  whales  and  gales; 
And  Raleigh  with  the  public,  had 
a  lark. 

While  they  sailed  the  summer  seas,  navigating  at 
their  ease, 

With  their  top  sails  and  their  spinnakers  unfurled, 
They'd  no  trouble  to  keep  warm,  lots  of  time  to 
spin  the  yarn 
Which,  later  on,  they  reeled  off  to  the  world. 

The  Circumnavigator,  sticking  close  to  the  equator, 

Made  slow  progress,  by  degrees  of  longitude. 
And,  while  sailing  east  or  west,  he  always  found  it 
best 

To  borrow  just  a  little  latitude; 


He  created  quite  a  rumpus  every  time  he  boxed  the 
compass, 

But  he  ultimately  got  his  work  down  fine ; 
When  the  compass  he  could  box  he  had  solved  the 
paradox 

That  a  semi-circle's  shorter  than  a  line. 

But  Arctic  navigation  involved  a  new  equation 
Full  of  difficulties  no  one  understood, 

And  only  those  might  try,  who  never  told  a  lie, 
And  whose  characters  from  childhood  had  been 
good. 

I  longed  to  be  a  hero,  at  eighty  below  zero, 
To  leave  the  world  behind 

me,  and  its  vice; 
Capture  walruses  and  whales, 

face  the  howling  Arctic 

gales; 

Camp  in  igloos,  made  of 
virgin  snow  and  ice. 

So  I  chartered  for  the  trip,  a 
combination  ship, 
One  requiring  special  skill  to 
navigate  her; 
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She  could  sail  or  fly  with  ease,  climb  mountains  and 
scale  trees — 
By  lumber  Jacks  she's  called  an  alligator. 
I  fitted  out  my  craft,  rechristened  her  the  Taft, 
Then  looked  about  to  find  a  truthful  crew; 
Had  the  luck  to  find  a  Bos'n,  born  and  bred  upon 
the  ocean, 

And  a  treasure  of  a  Sea  Cook,  making  two. 

Though  the  Bos'n  couldn't  lie,  had  but  one  leg  and 
one  eye, 


He  could  damn  and  curse 

and  swear  like  a  bargee ; 
He  could  hand  and  reef  and 

steer,   and  no  better 

Engineer 
Or  Fireman,  e'er  was  found 

on  land  or  sea. 
The  balance  of  the  crew,  could 

boil  and  broil  and  stew, 
And  make  skilly   out  of 

icebergs  at  a  pinch; 


With  such  a  boat  and  crew,  the  end  I  had  in  view- 
Seemed  a  simple  undertaking — was  a  cinch. 

When  at  last  we  struck  the  trail,  weighed  our  anchor 
and  set  sail 

Not  a  soul  was  there  to  cheer  as  we  departed, 
Which  perhaps  was  just  as  well,  there'd  be  nothing 
left  to  tell 

Had  I  told  them  all  my  plans  before  we  started. 
I've  been  brought  up  from  my  youth,  to  always 
tell  the  truth, 

And  to  swear  all  affidavits  on  a  book; 
So  in  sunshine  and  in  fog,  I  entered  up  the  log, 

And  had  it  witnessed  by  the  Bos'n  and  the  Cook. 

Our  ship  had  lots  of  power,  good  for  60  miles  an  hour 
Though  we  started  out  at  seven,  in  a  fog, 

She  burned  icicles  for  coal,  and  as  we  neared  the  Pole 
She  ran  up  to  a  hundred — by  the  log. 

The  nearer  we  got  there,  the  hotter  got  the  air, 
Caused  by  friction  of  the  alligator's  flight; 

But  what  could  you  expect,  when  you  pause  to 
recollect 

That  the  blazing  sun  stayed  up  with  us  all  night 

On  a  Friday,  just  at  noon,  by  the  pale  light  of  the 

moon, 

The  Bos'n  piped  his  dead  eye,-  and  reported 
That  the  Son  of  a  Sea  Cook  had  quietly  took  his 

hook 

And  that  all  supplies  on  board  had  been  deported. 
The  news  gave  me  a  shock,  worse  than  striking  on  a 
rock, 

The  fond  hope  which  until  then  I  had  cherished, 


(5 


The  ambition  of  my  soul,  to  be  first  to  reach  the  Pole 
Was  in  peril  of  forever  being  perished. 

When  I  got  the  information,  I  made  an  observation. 
While  the  Bos'n  made  a  number  of  his  own — 

On  the  last  part  of  the  trip,  I  would  try  an  Anetic  dip 
And  travel  underneath  the  iceberg  zone. 

So  we  opened  the  sea-cock,  sank,  like  going  down 
a  lock, 

V  Full  speed  ahead !"  and  then  I  held  my  breath, 
For  if  we  slipped  a  cog,  or  struck  a  sunken  log, 
It  was  clearly  just  a  case  of  instant  death. 


I  made  a  calculation,  that  a  little  variation 

South  of  north,  would  cut  the  distance  just  in  two. 
Twould  be  easy  to  emerge,  where  lines  of  longitude 
converge, 

If  we  steered  north — astronomically  true. 
We  knew  we'd  reached  our  goal  when  we  bumped 
against  the  Pole 
Took  a  half  hitch — then  we  emptied  out  the  tanks ; 
As  we  bobbed  up  from  below,  we  could  hear  the 
breezes  blow, 
And  on  our  knees  we  offered  up  our  thanks. 

On  dewatering  my  eyes,  lo!  What  was  my  surprise 

To  find  the  Pole  was  spinning  like  a  Peary ; 
And  there  was  Cook  on  top— no  I  never  drink  a  drop, 

But  I  must  admit  the  Bos'n's  eye  is  bleary; 
There  are  no  prevaricators  amongst  Arctic  Navi- 
gators; v  a  ;ViH 
I  couldn't  tell  a  lie  to  save  my  soul ; 
And  I've  solved  the  new  equation  of  Arctic  naviga- 
tion: 

There's  no  Latitude  for  Liars  at  the  Pole.,  [{Mm 
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